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. By GABRIELE HAMMERSTEIN
(as told -to Peter Hahn)

CPYRGIT o, North  American
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THIS IS THE FIFTH installment in the exclusive
account of the author’s experience at the hands of

NEW YORK — T stood, com-
pletely without ‘clothes, in the
prison’s  “reception . center.”

* Despite the warm May day,
shlvered

< After a thorough search of
body and clothes, the chief ma-

tron handed me my prison. kii;_1
— a discarded army uniform,
.- dyed blue, toothbrush, plastic
{ cup, a straw mattress — and I
' was marched to cell number
¢ 197 of Homenschoenhausen, in-
* terrogation center of the East
German secret police.

I had been arrested on Jan.
© 2, 1962, after having duped the
. Soviets into believing I spied

“for them by feeding them hame-
i made “secret documents.”

i. After five months in Russian
- KGB ~— secret police — jails, I
had confessed to the deception.
And as soon as the KGB was
. satisfied that the “agents" they
. 'had been chasing were non- |
existent, I had been handed to |
the East German “Stasi”
Ministry for State . Security !
(MFS) — for “processing.” |

Prison routine was keyed to
let prisoners have contact only
with thejr cellmates, guards,

. and questioners.- My cell mate
* 'was a girl accused of spymgl
for the British. !

All through the day, the walls |
of the prison were alive with }
subdued- tapping, in code. This |
is how I “met” the other Ameri-
can prisoner,

I had found out that he was in
a nearby cell, when I heard a
scuffle in the cell above me,
followed by a muffled, but dis-
tinguishable - American  old-
fashioned cussword. .
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leased on March 2(: after Servmg 27 months in
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lclimbed on the small table in

our cell and, placing my mouth
as close as possible to the win-
dow above, I belted out the
lyrics to “I Am An Ameri-
can ... "

Almost  immediately, “my
countryman started hanging on
the wall “A-RE Y-0-U
A-M-E-R-I-C-A-N”* I answered,
“G-A-B-R-I-E-L-E A0
M-E-R-S-T-E-I-N N«#-W
Y-0-R-K.” “J-E-AN LO-E4, |
C-A-L-I'F-O-R-N-I-A,””  ¢éaie
the reply.

In the weeks that inllowed,
we swapped case histories and
experiences, Loba had been ar-
rested for helping several East
German friends escape to free-
dom. Later, he was discovered
while tapping out a message to
me, ‘and moved to another cell.

My interrogation, in the
meatitime, continued along the
same lines as my questioning by
the Russians. When I ended mv
brief stint for the CIA, i had
given- the CIA a compléte re-
port on my activities for them.
And soinehow, probahly througit
a trus double agent, the KGi3
Lad got its hands on it. So I
admitted to my deception of the
Russian intelligence net.

My quostioner was a eynical’
young lieutenant, whom I cali~
ed “Bubi” — German for “in-
experienced young whelp,”

‘|pnburg,

Hommerstein was re-]

y
a U.S. military haxson officer,
or to se¢ a lawyer, went un-
heeded, so I decided to take
action, and hoped that — if I
caused enough trouble — I
would be sent to a prison hos-
pital rather than a penitenti-
ary.

I smashed whatever I could
of the cell furnishings, with th
result that my cellmate and

were  transferred to  anoihe
ccll, where we, were allowed t
read, We smashed the fur:i
ture heve, too, -and won a sec
ond transfer, and additiona
privileges. (This happened onl
because I was a “foreigner,’
aid because the MFS was: ac
countable to the Russians for
my welfare. The Russians i
turn, wanted nothing to hap-
pen to foreign nationals in their
hands,) ’

I continued o defy the prison

We were the {irst to arrive at -

the courthous:. Half an hour

later, the judse and two “lay ,

judges” — whose only legal

qualification was membership

in the Commuaiist Party — ap-
peared, Then the lady pros-
ecutor walked in, followed by
my interrogator. The
judge opened the proceedings,
and told me ‘hat “my lawyer
had not shown up.”

I asked whesher I could make :
a statement. Iie nodded, and I |
“] am an

got up, saying,
American citizen. Since my
government does not recognize
the existence of the so-called
‘German Demacratic Republic,’

I caxmot accej:t the jurisdiction .

of this court.”

Still, the trial proceeded.

The prosecutor demanded a |

penalty of six years.

At the end of the frial the
judge said: *“The prisoner, Ga-

briele Hammerstein, has been’|

found guilly of the charges
brought agalist her. In
name of the people, I sentence
her to serve iix.years at hard

the |

rotitine as best I could. Then,
pne day late in July, Lieuten- |}
nd “Bubi”; handed me my |
dictment.

Twe days leter, I was driven
o Neustrelitz, & filthy transient
ail crawling with vermin; and
— the next day ~ to Neubrand-
where the trial was
icheaitied. Here I discovered
hat my family had arrange.l
or Dr. Vogel, the lawyer who
wlped to effect the exchange
pf U-2 pilot Powers against Red
master spy Rudolf Abel, to rep-
Fesent me in court.

Jabor.
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